FEET OF CLAY

that you will only last as long as we wish,, because it is in our plays, in
our books, and nowhere else, not even on your tombstones, that future
generations will look for the names you bear, the circumstances in which
you lived, and even how you copulated. You can bless us for prolong-
ing your lives beyond the miserable existence of your organs and your
flesh. And if you've got warts, blame your forefathers, not us!"

Delighted with his latest eccentricity, he took a deep breath to
recover himself. He had invited all these people to see his play free,
and now here they were eating his cakes, and he suddenly felt that he
wanted to throw them all out with kicks in the backside.

They hastily calmed him down and told him he was right.

"And do you want to know what Schoudler said to me/' he added
after a few moments: "*My dear fellow, you've been depicting the
Leroy-Maublancs. It's really a remarkable likeness!.. / So you
see!..."

Sylvaine was drunk. It was not that she had drunk inordinately, but
champagne coming on top of her nervous tension, the emotion, the
fatigue and the success, had made her to some extent lose control.
She was still talking in her stage voice, too loudly and too emphatically;
she could not keep off the subject of the incident of the lowering of the
curtain,, and was beginning to talk nonsense, stamping her foot and
shaking her mane.

"Well, you can see how right I was 1s' said Wilner, irritated at see-
ing her in this condition.

The elect were leaving, after one more supreme compliment.

"Edouard, an unforgettable evening .. ."

Wilner, following the last of them down, said to Lachaume: "Tell
me, my dear fellow3 on your way home don't you go by the Rue de
Naples where this pretty child lives?*'

"Yes, yes, of course/' replied Lachaume, who lived in exactly the op-
posite direction near the Trocadero.

Besides, everything was turning out most conveniently, Marthe Bon-
nefoy had already left some time before with the Stenns, who were
seeing her home,

"Oh, what do you mean, Edouard?" murmured Sylvaine.

Drunk, grateful, and perhaps for the first time really in love with
Wilner, she clung to him on the corkscrew staircase, and covered her
elderly lover's fine white scarf with make-up. She had wanted the even-
ing to come to an end as it should, so that her joy should be perfect,
complete and dispersed equally over every part of her body.

"No, no, my dear. The chauffeur is exhausted. I insist that he goes
to bed. Our friend will take you home."

Such solicitude for his staff would, on any other day, have seemed
very peculiar to Sylvaine.

Oa the pavement she made one more effort to prolong the evening.
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